A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
Haslett had come back as second-in-command,
only to receive another fierce wound which put him
out of the war for good, in so far as France is con-
cerned. Woods, now a D.S.O. colonel, moves to
England and thence to Russia, where he picks up
a C.M.G. Montey commands the i5th Rifles.
Hine has gone back to his own regiment. Only old
Jim Newton remains to father the amalgamated flock
and he doesn't like it. Nine months of war has
completely altered my old unit - some few have
become exalted, while still more have left their bones
in Belgium. At dinner I hear sad news. Faith, a staff
officer whom I knew, who had a wonderfully good-
looking wife, fell on misfortune. The girl, to whom
he was devoted, had taken to drugs, drink and
adultery, during his absence at the war. He seldom
went home on leave; he who funked nought else,
funked that. Applying for a regimental appointment,
he assumed command of a battalion in Flanders,
and saw his chance. 'Why should I live in misery?5
he evidently thought to himself. Walking out in
daylight into an ill-defined no man's land, he asked
for it, and got it. Death. His body could not be
reached. Where was the good? After all 'dead bodies
are no damned use in war5 is as true today as when
the remark was first made. The fall of Faith in
Flanders rang only half the curtain down on one of the
saddest of war tragedies. The final act was still to come.
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